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Midge tried to steer a drunk and stumbling Linde out of the way of the moving lamp post. No small feet 
considering how drunk he was himself. Funny, he hadn't felt that drunk at the bar, not until he tried to stand 
at least. Midge yanked Linde back by the arm causing the guitarist, who now had only the rudimentary sense 
of balance to crash into him. "Easy Lindy," he said, righting him. 


Linde giggled and turned bright red. "I'm drunk," Linde whispered loudly. His breath made small bursts of cloud 
in the frosty night air. It was starting to snow. 


| can see that," Midge laughed. The laughter made his head spin a little faster. They better get moving before 
that last ale he gulped down really started to hit. "Come on" He gave Linde a gentle shove in the right direction 
and began to lead the way. 


Linde stood still. Well not still exactly. He was swaying a bit. "Where's Ville? Midge! We have to go back! We left 
Ville behind!" cried Linde. 


Midge stomped back. He wasn't mad. He was just trying to return some feeling back to his freezing toes. "No 
Lily, Ville left us behind. He went home hours ago, member?" Midge asked guiding Linde down the street. Bleary 


eyed, he glance around for any sign of a taxi. He should have called one at the bar, but Linde's was only four 
blocks away. It didn't seem that far away at the time. Of course he didn't seem that drunk at the time either. 
Midge held on to Linde by the back of his coat and maneuvered him around the corner. Only three more blocks 
to go. It shouldn't take much time. If only Linde's legs would cooperate. 


"You're so sweet Midge," Linde slurred. "You roly-poly sweet person youl” He tripped slightly as he patted 
Midge's stomach. 


"Thanks Linde. Just what | wanted to hear," Midge replied wryly. 


"| like your tummy," Linde replied. "You're like Buddha or a bear. Buddha bear, that's who you are," Linde grinned 
and poked his stomach. 


"Yeah, okay, okay. I'm Buddha bear. Let's keep moving, Midge suggested. Damn Ville. This should be his job! He's 
Mr. Conscientious. Let him do drunk patrol. He should never have told Ville he would make sure Linde got home. 
But if he didn't get him back to his apartment in one piece..well let's just say that Midge didn't relish the idea 
of two angry green eyes drilling two holes into his skull, especially when he was most definitely going to have a 


hang over tomorrow. 


"Buddha Bear, Buddha Bear, Buddha Bear," Linde sang as the careened down one block then the next. Midge was 
thankful Lily was so drunk. He hopefully wouldn't remember that God awful nick name in the morning. 


Midge stopped. He couldn't hold it any longer. "Stay right here Linde! Don't move. I'll be right back, okay?" he 
asked. Linde nodded. Midge darted down an alley to relieve himself. It seemed to take forever. When he emerged 
from the alleyway, Linde was gone. "Damn, damn, damn! Midge you idiot!" he yelled to himself. He looked one 
direction then the next. No sign of the tall blonde. He ran his hand over his stubbly chin and swore. 

Midge looked down. It hadn't occurred to him before, mainly because he was so drunk. Foot prints! In the newly 
fallen snow. He ran, following the zigzagged steps right to Linde's door. The guitarist stood there, staring at it 
vacantly and scratching his head. "Linde, | told you stay there," Midge panted. 

‘Oh yes..| forgot,” Linde said, smiling. His eyelids were heavy as he braced himself against the doorframe. 


"Well, you're here so..” 


"I can't find my keys Buddha Bear," Linde interrupted. Midge sighed and hopped the three small steps up to the 
door to Linde's apartment building. 


"Did you check your pockets?" Midge asked, shivering as the snow began to fall with more regularity. 
"| think so," Linde replied, but he didn't move to check again. 


"Alright" Midge dug through one coat pocket then the next. A napkin, chewing gum, a condom, Midge sniggered 


a bit at this. Ville always said, "Be prepared" No keys. The last thing he wanted to do was dig through the 
front pockets of Linde's jeans. But he didn't want to freeze his ass off either. He dipped his hand into the right 
pocket and felt notched metal. 


"Oh Jesus! Your hands are cold!" Linde cried. 


"Yeah, so is the rest of me. Let's get inside before | freeze to death," Midge responded, opening the door. He 
led Linde up the stairs and down the hall. Midge could hear the phone ringing before they even reached the 
door. He leaned Linde against the wall and fumbled with the door. 


He dragged Linde in and plopped him on the couch, just as the answering machine picked up. Ville's rich baritone 
filled the room. "Lily? Where are you? | don't care how drunk you are, pick up please! I'm worried" There was a 


sigh and a click. Ville could be such an old mother hen sometimes, Midge thought. 
"Oh Ville. | should call him, shouldn't |?" Linde mused. 


"Yeah," Midge said absently, enjoying the warmth that was returning to his extremities. He looked over to the 
couch were Linde, eyes closed, was slowly sliding off. "Well, | guess you should go to bed Lily.’ 


"Umm hmm," Linde responded, eyes still closed. 


Midge pulled Linde up by his arms and dragged him to the room. He plopped Linde down on his bed, took off 
Linde shoes, and walked out, closing the door behind him. What else was he supposed to do? Tuck him in? 


Midge looked out the window and saw that it was still snowing steadily. He sat down on the couch. Have a 
smoke and warm up a bit more before heading back to his place. He lit a smoke, took a drag and closed his 
eyes. He relaxed, sleep wouldn't be far off. The phone began to ring and it startled him. He debated whether to 
answer it or not. It was probably Ville again. Did he really want to talk to Ville? After all, he'd got Linde home 
like he promised. He never said he'd call him. Hell, let Linde deal with it in the morning. But maybe he should. 
Before Midge could decide, the answering machine picked up again. Yep. It was Ville. 


"Linde," Ville said his voice stern. "Mikko Lindstrom! Pick up the..." 


"Hello?" Linde whispered. Midge grinned. With the message machine on, he would be privy to their entire 


conversation. 


‘Lily, where have you been?" Ville asked his voice softer now that he knew Lily was home safe. "You said one 


more drink and that was hours ago." 


"I know. l'm sorry. You know Midge. He has to close the place," Linde said. Yeah, blame Midge. | don't recall 
forcing you to stay, Midge thought. 


"Bad Midge!" 


"Bad Buddha Bear," giggled Linde. 

"Buddha Bear?" Ville asked before a long deep laugh escaped him. He began to cough and the sound of an inhaler 
echoed out of the machine. "Buddha bear, perfect!" Great! Not even when Ville was really drunk did he forget 
anything! And sounded fairly sober. Shit! He was going to be hearing Buddha Bear for a long time to come! 
Ville?" 

"Yes love?" 

I'm horny," Linde whined. 

"Well I'd love to come over and take care of it Sweetheart, but it's late and snowing out," Ville sighed. Linde 
groaned. "Take it out and I'll help you along love." Midge's jaw dropped. He stared at the machine in disbelief. 
"Ready?" Ville asked 

"Mmm-hmm" 

"What shall it be? Berlin, that time in Amsterdam?" Ville asked. 

"Amsterdam?" Linde asked. 

"You remember Amsterdam," Ville cried. 

"Maybe..refresh my memory," Linde slurred. 

"We went to the red-light district, just to browse," Ville said. 

"And," Linde urged. 

"And you had had a lot to drink that night too," Ville laughed. 

"Get to the good part!" Linde complained. 

"Well we know a little liquor goes a long way with our Lily. So that's what | did. | licked a long way." 

"Ville!" Linde cried. Yeah Ville, get to the good part, thought Midge. 


"All right love! The beginning?" Ville asked. 


"Yes," Linde responded in a pouty voice Midge had never heard before. 


"Alright darling..t was a cold night, like tonight. The snow was falling, muffling the city sounds and casting the 
beautiful glow of neon reflected off falling ice. And as we trudged along back to the hotel, | looked at you. And 
you were so beautiful that | had to kiss you right then and there, in the middle of the street. | did. And your 
mouth was so warm and soft and inviting. So inviting that | pulled you close, closer than would be respectable 
on any city street, and giving in to every indecent thought, | thrust my tongue into your mouth. You let me, 
but more surprising was that you kissed me back, your tongue boldly meeting mine. It was so unlike the Lily | 
knew. | immediately got hard" Ville sighed. Midge could hear a distinct zip in the background. So they were both 
going to beat off. This ought to be good, Midge thought, smirking. He took off his coat and leaned back. 


"That was a lovely kiss," Linde moaned. 


"Yes, one of many lovely kisses that night," Ville replied. "I knew | had to get you back to the hotel so | could 
ravish youl So | flagged down a taxi. We climbed into the back and huddled together fro more than the sake of 
warmth. | held your hand in mine, imagining what | would do to you when we finally made it back to our room. 


But you couldn't wait! My little Absolute slut!" Ville laughed. 


Ville was right. The closest Linde ever got to being a touchy-feely kind of person was when he had a lot of 


vodka in him. "I'm not a slut," Linde replied, indignant. 


‘Of course you're not dear. But you came close that night and | absolutely came, right there in the cab. | 
remember. You slid your long cool fingers under my shirt, teasing me mercilessly. Tracing that ‘S' around my 
ripple till it burned with your touch. Bringing that sweet mouth of yours to mine again and again as your 
fingers crept downward. All | could do was run my hand up and down your thigh. | knew that if | allowed myself 
to inch any farther upwards, | would be lost. If | let my hand come to rest on the beautiful cock of yours that 
it would burn right through your pants and | would have no choice but to take you then and there. | buried 
my face in your neck instead. Smelling your delicious scent, having just a taste of your delectable throat," Ville 
said, his voice rattling with a gasp. 


Was he having an attack, Midge wondered. There was a deep moan. No, not an asthma attack at least. Midge 
shifted a bit uncomfortably. He'd hear Ville moan before. Had heard him have sex. But there was always a nice 
somewhat sturdy wall between them. A wall Midge could pound on if it got a little too much. With his voice on 
the answering machine, it was like Ville was right in the room with him. The moan was so..Midge just wouldn't 


let his mind go there. He believed people should do what they want but he..no. 
"What are you doing now?" Linde asked desperately. 


‘lm stroking my cock and thinking about you Barbie," Ville answered, his voice made even deeper by desire. 
"Thinking about how you slid your hand down. How you unbuckled my belt, undid my pants and wrapped your 
lovely lips around my cock. How | bit my lip and looked up at the driver. How he met my glance in the review 
mirror and smiled. I'm thinking about how | had to lean my head back and close my eyes because all | could 
concentrate on was the velvety sensation of your tongue riding up and down my engorged length. A Finnish 


treasure, your Tongue." 


"Then yours must be an international one," Linde giggled. 


"Well, it is insured by Lloyds of London," Ville quipped. "But it was your tongue that lapped at the underside, 
that tickled the head, making my cock dance in your mouth. And when you took all of me in one swift 
downward jolt, | couldn't hold back. | came." 


"And moaned," Linde said. 


"The driver had to circle the block twice so | could recover enough to do up my pants," Ville replied. "And when 
| got you up to the room | tore your clothes off" 


"Ripping my favorite shirt," Linde moaned. 
"It couldn't be helped!" Ville gasped. 


"I took my time," Linde whispered. "I slowly inched up your shirt, kissing every curl and twist of your tattoo. | 
savored each moment that your milky white skin trembled under my finger tips. But your pants came pretty 
quick." 


"We took a hot, hot shower. | must have soaped you beautiful ass for nearly half an hour but | wasn't finished 
with it. After | dried you off, we moved to the bed. You stretched out on your stomach. God you were so 
beautiful. You still are." Villes breaths were coming in shorter bursts. There was a tense edge to his voice. 
Midge leaned forward, closer to the answering machine and grimaced. He had grown hard. He was hard! He 


needed to leave, now! Midge jumped up. 
"More, tell me more," Linde cried. 


"| ran my tongue down your back. | was so impatient | nearly dropped the lubricant. And when | worked my 
fingers into you, you shivered and met my hand. When | found that perfect angle and caressed your spot, the 


look on your face was exquisite," Ville answered. 


Linde wasn't the only one shivering. A prickly heat ran up Midge's spine. Ville and Linde should have their own 
porn site. He wanted to leave, desperately. But he just couldn't will his body to move. 


"| actually had to take a deep breath to steady my hands for the condom," Ville continued. "When | entered you 
and felt your warmth tighten around me, | knew. | knew that my Lily had a piece of my heart forever. All | 


could do is make love to you, slowly so it could almost last forever." 


Midge felt terribly guilty. This was personal stuff. He shouldn't be hearing it. He shouldn't have listened to any 
of it. "Ville," Linde gasped. He fallowed it muffled moan. 


"I love you Lily," Ville gasped. The singer's very vocal release shuddered through the answering machine. Midge 
just stared at the thing. The next few moments were filled with labored pants subsiding into deep breaths. 


Midge struggled to pull on his coat. 

"Do | really have a piece of your heart?" Linde asked sleepily. 

"Of course," Ville responded. "You have the biggest piece, reserved for my first love." Last part sounded odd, 
as if it were in stereo. Midge turned. The door to Linde's spare room was open. Ville stood in the door way, the 
cell phone still pressed to his ear. He observed Midge with a raised eyebrow that displayed both his 
amusement and displeasure. "I'll be to bed in a minute sweetheart" Ville stepped into the living room. He tilted 
his head to the side. "Well, Midge?" 

"Uh..Hi Ville. | didn't know you were here," Midge stammered. 


"Yes..| could say the same," Ville replied. 


| must have fallen asleep. We were really drunk," Midge laughed. He was already developing cotton mouth and 


he was still pretty tipsy. 

"You weren't sleeping," Ville said. 

| wasn't?" Midge asked. 

"You were listening.” 

"| was?" 

"Yes," Ville sighed. "What am | going to do with you?" 

| better go," Midge answered. 

"| can't let you go now," Ville said, crossing his arms over his chest. 
"You can't?" Midge asked alarmed. 

"No, | can't," Ville responded in an exasperated voice. "It's late and look how hard it's snowing!" 
"Oh." Midge allowed himself to breath again. "I'll be fine!" 

"No, you'll have to sleep on the couch." 

"But..." 


"You really don't want to argue with me right now Midge," Ville warned. 


"No? | guess not," Midge admitted 

"And don't try sneaking out later!" 

"No." Midge shook his head as if the idea hadn't just occurred to him 

"And Midge?" 

"Yeah?" 

"If you ever do that again, I'll lop off one of your ears," Ville said 

"Right" 

"Good night Midge!" 

"Good Night Ville" Midge watched as Ville headed down the hall. At Linde's bedroom door he turned back around, 
"And Midge, feel free to shower..for any reason We can't have our Buddha frustrated, Buddha Bear Amour," 


Ville laughed as he shut the door. From now on I'm only drinking with Burton, Midge thought as he shed his 
coat and plopped down on the couch. A shower? That was out of the question Damn Ville! 


